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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Adam  Chalifoux 


My  first  semester  as  editor-in-chief  of  the  College  of  DuPage’s  Prairie 
Light  Review  has  been  a journey  through  art  and  literature  that  wdl  stay  in  my 
memory  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  It  has  been  my  pleasure  to  read  through  some  bril- 
liant literature  this  past  semester  as  weU  as  view  some  incredibly  original  art  and 
photography.  I would  like  to  thank  the  artists  for  submitting  and  would  like  to 
encourage  them  to  submit  to  future  issues. 

This  magazine  would  not  have  turned  out  at  the  level  of  excellence  it  has 
without  the  diligent  efforts  of  my  fellow  editors  and  advisor.  Together,  we  not 
only  analyzed  literature,  but  grew  as  human  beings  through  literary  analysis  and 
learned  about  each  other  and  ourselves  along  the  way. 

This  is  where  you  come  in  as  the  reader.  As  you  travel  through  these 
pages,  I would  like  to  encourage  you  to  open  your  heart  and  mind.  The  poems  in 
this  magazine  are  more  than  words  on  a page  but  a beautiful  piece  of  each  artist’s 
soul  displayed  in  six  by  nine  format.  Enjoy. . . 
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Jim  Morrison^s  Grave 


Timothy  M.  Lusk 


Copyright  2012  by  Timothy  M.  Tusk 
An  excerpt  from  the  album. . . 

Train  Station  in  Seville 

Clocks  turn  slowly  as  I’m  waiting  for 

My  lover  to  arrive 

Half-a-world  away 

She  is  waiting 

For  me  to  finally  come  around 
Come  to  my  senses 
Come  inside 

She  assured  me  that  there  is 
Plenty  of  room  for  all  my  fears 
To  be  placed  in  plastic  boxes 

Midnight  train  in  Florence 
Paris  by  morning  at  the  grave 
Of  Father 

Absinthe  wash  it  down 
Never  settled,  painted  pictures 
Scrape  the  cobble 
Lovers  on  the  telephone 
She’s  assured  me  that  there’s 
Plenty  of  gloom  and  room  for  me 
In  tapestries 

Dreams  dead  at  the  grave 
Of  Jim  Morrison 
You  may  lay  the  wreath 
Beware  the  thorn  of  crowns 
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Resilience 


Phil  Banion 


Sing  along  to  the  song  of  the  man 

who's  been  damned  by  his  morals, 

goddamn  quarrels 

bastard  of  ambivalence, 

questing  for  equivalence,  resilience;  his  tool 

for  the  poor  fool  is  deft  wdth  naught  left 

but  his  will  to  regain  himself  before  his  shame 

seeking  satisfaction  through  action 

but  lacking  cunning  so  his  goals  always  running 

from  his  reach  while  others  preach 

but  thev're  just  as  lost,  for  the  cost  of  their  loss; 

also  elusive 

Reclusive  he  stays  in  his  cave  for  days,  rib  cage  aged 
from  the  lack  of  a beat  that  his  heart  liked  to  keep 
empw,  putting  his  dreams  on  a screen  to  seem  prevalent 
though  still  irrelevant,  keeping  no  form  just  torn 
fragmentations,  worn  exaggerations 
which  he  followed  as  a kid,  well  he  did, 
now  he's  responsible,  his  dreams  now  impossible 
paying  tuition?  delaying  ambition, 

his  mission  to  succeed  will  indeed  be  tough,  rough  and  tumble 
humble  in  his  quest  for  his  path  to  be  mastered 
w'hile  the  rest  stay  plastered 

Faster  he  runs  to  not  be  outdone  by  one  named  apathy 
passivelv  draining  his  brain,  a no-humor  tumor 
maliciously  malignant,  dangerously  indignant 
resuming  consuming  motivation 
promoting  degradation,  deflating  elevation 
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NO  MORE  HESITATION 

Conquer  the  questioning 

honor  the  festering  of  hope 

how  he  copes  as  he  gropes  for  the  ropes 

as  he  puUs  himself  off  defeated  streets 

to  his  feet  where  he  stands  like  a man 

only  to  relish  the  hellish  trauma  and  drama  he's  repeatedly 

defeated  and  beaten,  only  sweetening  the  glory 

however  gory  of  a story. 

With  insight  to  pHght  and  his  new-found  might 
he  fights  at  the  height  of  mental  potential 
essential  to  those  needing  light  and  guiding 
his  passion  igniting 

no  more  biding  his  time  or  wasting  his  dime 
floating  with  loathing  or  lacking  direction, 

introspection  and  first  hand  lessons  have  taught  what  he's  sought  in  life 

To  soften  the  strife  of  his  brothers, 

bring  peace  to  the  lovers  and  others  in  need  of  heeding 

his  creed  will  be  of  compassionate  action 

bring  satisfaction  to  the  passionate  factions 

Distractions  ceased  impeding  the  seed,  greedily  growing  in  his  head 

in  the  stead  of  the  drought  of  doubt  that  had  plagued,  forsaken,  and  ached  him 

he  won't  abhor,  forlorn,  or  scorn  that  scars  that  he's  worn 

but  sworn  to  retain  the  fame  in  his  name,  preventing  shame  from  being  his  bane, 
crutch,  or  cane 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


3 


"Insane!"  they  say  inanely 

Profanely  proclaiming  preposterous  games  he's  playing 
They're  merely  delaying  but  also  portraying  the  pompous  asses 
That  claim  he  can't  pass  his  classes  or  surpass  the  masses 
That  have  lost  to  the  sin  of  sloth 


He  Will  not  be  sent  off  or  bend  to  raucous  taunts  that  cannot  haunt  him, 
daunted  no  more,  older,  bolder  from  the  burdens  he  shoulders 
smoldering  love  he  covets;  for  the  few  that  he  knew  that  grew  of  toiling  soil, 
boiling  angst,  thanks  to  wallowing  hollow  followers 

Unforgiving  quitters,  bitter  hitters, 

minds  that  only  dwell  and  delve  as  far  as  themselves 

asshole  havoc  mavericks  that  don't  reap  what  they  sow 

but  keep  what  they  owe,  knowing  to  go  and  do 

as  they  please  to  ease  the  sleaze  of  their  dark  departed  hearts 

an  art  he's  cast  aside  and  strides  with  pride  inside  his  soul 


Filling  the  hole's  his  goal, 

the  toU  of  a role  he'U  play  for  each  and  every  day,  living  to  give 
a part  of  himself  and  spread  the  wealth  to  those  who  need  him, 
those  who  feed  him,  those  who  freed  him. 

True  Lies 


Abdul  Malik 


Beware  the  thorn  of  crowns 
WTiat’s  the  reality  of  a dream 
Or  the  truth  of  a stark  he. 

The  wisdom  of  a foohsh  whim 
about  the  hfe  after  we  die? 

Is  being  too  good  — bad? 

As  an  over-ripened  fruit  is  rotten; 

Is  being  godly  — fanatical  a tad? 

Like  vows  taken  in  jest  and  forgotten. 
Can  you  hear  the  sound  of  silence 
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Or  see  the  blinding  light  of  night, 

Trust  the  religion  of  science 
Or  the  frailty  of  the  might? 

Can  you  rein  in  your  fate  in  oblivion 
Or  wet  the  lips  of  the  desert  in  pouring  rain, 
Touch  the  sky  standing  on  the  horizon 
Or  set  up  camp  at  the  portals  of  heaven? 

Do  we  need  to  wage  wars  for  peace 
And  tackle  thorns  to  smell  the  rose. 

Do  we  scale  the  peak  of  the  abyss 
In  the  realm  of  heaven  to  repose? 

Do  we  need  to  sin  for  salvation 
And  to  win  God  — court  the  devil. 

Is  freedom  an  aftermath  of  revolution. 

Can  good  at  all  be  born  of  evil? 

Matthleson  State  Park 


Brodie  Sturm 


black  and  white  photography 
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Blue 


Allison  Anderson 


rU  allure  you 
And  ril  dare  you 
But  rU  wound  you 
And  I’ll  scare  you 

But  you’U  love  it 
Can’t  get  enough  of  it 

You’U  choke  on  my  charm 
You’U  swoon  ‘tU  you’re  blue 
You’U  die  in  my  arms 
Then  I’U  find  someone  new 

rU  woo  you 

j 

And  rU  tease  you 
But  I’ll  catch  you 
And  release  you 

j 

But  you’U  love  it 
Can’t  get  enough  of  it 

You’U  choke  on  my  charm 
You’U  swoon  ‘til  you’re  blue 
You’U  die  in  my  arms 
Then  TU  find  someone  new 
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Unspoken  Words 


Alison  Bestler 


Streetlights  lit  the  street  as  I wandered  the  campus  with  shadow}^  build- 
ings lining  the  road  on  either  side  of  me.  It  was  quiet;  the  kind  of  quiet  only 
found  at  2 AM  on  a Tuesday  night.  As  I continued  walking,  I turned  and  headed 
across  the  concrete  squares  towards  the  fountain.  At  first,  the  splash  of  water  was 
the  only  noise  to  be  heard.  Then,  the  sound  of  light  footsteps,  the  graceful  steps 
of  a dancer,  were  added  to  the  flowing  water.  My  heart  quickened  from  excite- 
ment, not  fear,  but  I did  not  let  my  body  betray  my  feelings.  My  eyes  remained 
downcast  as  he  fell  into  step  with  me.  We  walked  for  a few  feet  further,  before  his 
hand  found  mine  and  he  brought  me  to  a stop.  His  other  hand  went  to  my  chin 
and  gently  lifted  my  face  so  that  our  gazes  finally  met.  No  words  were  said  as  we 
looked  into  each  other’s  eyes,  with  all  the  unspoken  words  hanging  in  the  air 
between  us. 


A young  man  sighs  in  the  moonkght 
This  was  their  sanctuary 
Nothing  could  harm  them  here 

Visions  of  picnics  and  swimming  in  the  lake  flood  his  mind 
He  grabs  the  cover  of  the  urn 
A tear  streaks  down  his  face 

Never  again  shall  he  be  as  free  as  he  was  with  her 
To  love  again  is  a sin 
He  takes  off  the  cover 

Her  loving  touch  caresses  his  suffering  mind 

Causing  temporary  ease 

He  turns  the  urn  over 

And  she’s  whisked  away  in  the  wind 

To  rest  forever 

In  their  sanctuary 
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Forgotten 


Guillem  Sanchez 


black  and  white  photography 
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Waiting... 


Shannon  Scheitlin 


As  I eat  my  snack  for  the  day, 

A whiff  of  her  is  heaven  on  earth  again. 

The  smell  of  her  skin  captures  my  being  every  time. 

Her  aroma  lingers  from  down  the  haU, 

I know  it’s  her. 

Standing  by  the  door  with  my  ear  pressed  against  it, 

The  laughter  of  an  angel  has  confined  me  and  I begin  to  smde. 

The  sound  of  my  existence  surrounds  the  air. 

Hearing  her  ask  how  I was  today  always  gives  me  butterflies  in  my  tummy. 
That  is  just  like  her. 

Even  before  I witness  her,  I dart  to  grab  my  coat. 

The  door  screeches  open  as  I zip  it  the  way  she  taught  me. 

I catch  a glimpse  of  her  beauty  for  the  millionth  time. 

It  feels  like  the  first  time  to  see  her. 

I embrace  her  and  almost  faint  because  she  holds  me  so  tight  in  her  arms. 
I kiss  her  cheek  because  she  is  missed  as  always. 

Caressing  her  silky  thick  hair  with  my  fingers. 

Rubbing  noses  with  her  tickles  me  all  over. 

“I  love  you  mama,”  as  she  carries  me  to  our  own  sacred  universe. 
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The  Acceptance  of  Me 


Raul  Romero 


I look  deep  into  the  eyes  of  thee. 

Sadness  and  frustration  is  all  I see, 

I wish  for  vour  forgiveness, 

I am  alone  in  this  bar  with  a Guinness, 
Trying  to  till  this  empt\^  feeling. 

So  light,  I might  reach  the  ceiling. 

Wily  can’t  I do  it  right, 

W"hy  must  I lose  this  tight? 

TeU  me  how*  to  fix  this. 

If  only  it  was  one  kiss. 

Like  Snow’  Wiiite  or  Sleeping  Beauty, 

I am  the  prince,  you  are  my  duty. 

It  w’as  not  my  fault  it  happened  so, 

I wish  this  disease  w’ould  just  go. 

Please  understand  this  hurts  me  too, 

I hope  our  love  is  strong  and  true. 

One  day  I w’iU  cast  it  aU  aw’ay. 

Like  a sorcerer  maybe  one  day. 

I did  not  w’ant  this  disease. 

I did  not  break  my  lease, 

I still  keep  my  body  strong, 

I am  still  very  young. 

Do  not  w’alk  aw’ay  at  night, 

I truly  hate  this  fight. 

I dislike  our  story, 

I am  so  sorry, 

I drink  night  and  day. 

You  just  w’alk  aw’at’, 

I feel  very  sick. 

But,  it  is  something  I did  not  pick. 

Please  understand. 

Don’t  let  go  of  my  hand, 

I love  you  so  much, 

I pray  to  feel  your  touch, 

I don’t  think  I am  the  only  one  that  is  sick. 
Your  skuU  is  so  thick. 
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I am  happy  with  who  I am, 

I will  keep  being  Sam, 

Nothing  will  change  me  or  this  feeling. 

The  disease  will  not  stop  being, 

I will  no  longer  keep  blame  for  this  disease, 
I accept  this  is  a part  of  me, 

I have  H.I.V. 


On  the  Road  to  ... 


Mike  Gebhardt 


As  a young  man,  start  on  the  road  that  never  ends 
Heading  toward  my  destiny,  wherever  that  may  be. 
Veering  off  the  road  from  time  to  time. 

To  play  and  laugh  the  days  away. 

In  middle  age,  the  chosen  road  is  long  worn  weary. 

Its  tracks  teU  where  I’ve  been,  and  have  not  tread. 

I oft  times  wonder  what  mischief  I’ve  missed. 

To  stay  on  the  straight  and  narrow. 

Now  I see  the  road  ending  just  around  the  bend. 

I pause  to  pick  the  flowers  and  wander  off  the  course 
For  I know  the  road,  and  it  knows  me. 

One  day,  to  take  me  to  my  destiny. 
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Instructions  on  How  to  Make  Tea 


ason  Florin 


With  a click-click 
Flicker 

The  pale  blue  gaslight 
Wets  and  sparks, 

Begins  tickling  the  kettle. 

Excitedly  she  responds, 

Letting  her  insides  wriggle. 

Bringing  invisible  molecules  to  life. 

Their  dance,  now  in  full  swing- 

Flame  sweeping  water  fantastically  across  the  tloor- 

Threatens  to  consume  both. 

He,  determined  to  walk  the  edge 
Of  sanity,  where  pain  melts  to  pleasure; 

She,  caught  at  the  intersection 
Betu^een  resistance  and  surrender, 

A place  uninhabited  by  mortals. 

Persistent,  increasing 

The  intensity  of  the  scalding  tire. 

Pushing  an  overt  agenda 
That  can  end  only  one  way- 
In  a full,  piercing  climax. 

Her  hydrogen  and  oxygen  titillate 
To  the  brink  of  ecstasy. 

Spurred  by  the  incessant  flame. 

Where  sight  and  sound  fade  passively. 

There  is  no  return. 

She  holds  out  desperate^,  but 
Can  no  longer  contest  his  advances. 

Heat  coerces  her  to  submit  at  last. 

Lights  flicker  above- 
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There  is  stillness, 

Cessation  of  breath  and  movement; 

She  pauses,  then 

Ah! 

Painpleasure 
Lightheat 
Click-click. . . 

Boils  over. 


Flower 


Ben  Whisenhunt 


black  and  white  photography 
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[an  ode  tol 

“Princess” 

1 

Claire  Katsion 

Cherry-red  wood  with  a hint  of  mahogany, 

A celestial  angel  in  dark  seclusion. 

Imbued  with  forgotten  dreams; 

She  sings  so  quiedy— 

Her  dulcet  tones  drawn  out  by  reality  T\^. 

She  desperately  tries  to  live  freely. 

She  was  mned  by  angels 

And  given  protection  against  the  world. 

She  seeks  company  in  those  like  her— 

Kindred  spirits  that  are  misunderstood  and  overlooked. 
Yet  shine  with  the  brilliance  of  those 
Stars  that  are  blindlv  adored. 

Yet  always  visible. 

Someday,  she'll  be  my  friend. 

And  we'll  talk  each  day  of  dreams  and  fame. 

VCe'U  both  sing  under  the  moonlight  in  secret 
And  lend  happiness  to  those  hearts  who 
Are  willing  to  listen. 

Someday,  our  twin  kindred  spirit  will  find  her. 

And  his  emotions  will  intertwine  vdth  hers 
In  a divine  symphomt 
Somedav,  our  dreams  will  come  true 
lAlong  with  the  lonely  D.H.B.'s, 

\XTiose  fortune  was  bought  in  brownies. 
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My  Freckled  Destination 


Adam  Chalifoux 


Sunshine  n Angels 
Kissin  at  my  cheeks 
As  I stroll  alongside 
These  bustling  busy  streets 

Smilin  to  the  trees 
As  I hear  the  birds  tweet 
How  did  life 
Ever  get  so  sweet 

All  around  I see 

Where  nature  and  “progress”  meet 
But  as  the  scene  grows  greener 
I identify  with  my  inner  peace 

People  20omin  by  quickly 
By  automatic  transportation 
But  really  where  they’re  headed 
Is  stop  signs  and  frustration 
While  with  each  step  I take 
I approach  my  freckled  destination 
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The  Locket 


Allison  Anderson 


A locket  lurks  around  your  tawny  neck 
And  I wonder  whose  portrait  it  aims  to  protect 
Smithed  of  fine  silver  and  strung  on  a chain 
I hope  to  inhabit  that  locket  one  day 

Tenderly  clasped  at  the  nape  of  your  neck 
It  prompts  me  to  study  your  family  crest 
I linger  on  each  individual  link 
And  wonder  if  maybe  it's  crazy  to  think 

That  someday  it  will  be  someone's  aim  to  protect 
My  portrait  which  hangs  from  around  their  neck 

Silent  Stillness 


Christine  Cianciosi 


In  the  wind, 

I am  silence — 

In  the  trees, 

I am  stillness — 

Mind  is  an  ocean, 
forever  in  thought — 
one  wave  fades 
yet  another  comes  about. 

Cloudy  thoughts  drift  away 
make  way  for  sunlight — 
deep  ascending  breath, 

I am  bright. 

Between  each  thought, 
there  is  no-thing — 
yet  some-thing  is 
continually  sought. 

Meditative  moment 
I find  me — 

In  silent  stillness 
I am  free. 
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Mystique  Waters 


Aline  Fetter 


black  and  white  photography 
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Blue  Sky 


Caroline  Johnson 


Close  the  doors. 

You’ve  already  paid  your  dues. 

Light  the  candles.  Breathe 
the  Lilly  of  the  Valley,  the  lilacs 
in  the  vase.  Reach  for  a pen. 

Take  a couple  of  sheets  of 
parchment  paper.  Stretch. 

Do  Chi  Gong.  It  seems  obvious, 
but  sit  down.  Close  your  eyes. 

Reach  into  the  abyss.  Tap  into 
the  divinity,  the  Oversoul, 
the  Muse  of  the  Mind.  Let 
your  thoughts  spill  onto  paper. 

Let’s  pretend  you  are  the  newest  star. 
Rescue  your  mind  from  a ditch. 

Be  aware  a certain  absurdity  attends 
outside  the  door.  Awaken. 

You  are  the  healing  waters. 

Close  the  door,  but  don’t  close 
your  mind.  Come  find  your 
own  blue  sky. 
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Arrival 


Brandi  Criss 


Waiting  to  take  you  to  your  new  home 
So  glad  I am  not  alone 
The  pink  room  that  looks  so  pretty 
That  huge  face  of  Hello  Kitty 
Daddy  and  I hung  your  name  in  pink 
Hoping  you  like  it  as  much  as  I think 
Daddy  built  the  crib,  dresser,  and  changing  table 
So  it  should  be  pretty  stable 
Looking  at  the  quotes  on  the  wall 
Hoping  the  crib  is  low  enough  so  you  won’t  fall 
I looked  at  your  room  for  nine  months  everyday 
Waiting  for  you  to  come  so  we  can  play 
I really  hope  you  like  your  things 
Even  the  little  fairy  wings 
Welcome  to  your  new  room,  Madalynn  Ann 
Mommy  and  Daddy  will  be  your  biggest  fans 


Personals 


Allison  Anderson 


Some  days  I buy  too  many  scratch-offs 
And  I write  solely  in  red  ink 
My  soul  is  older  than  my  body 
But  that  thought  you'd  never  think 
My  garden's  full  of  cauliflower 
But  I give  it  to  the  poor 
My  blood  is  full  of  g}Tpsy  genes 
And  I sleep  solely  on  the  floor 
I've  never  been  employed  or  fired 
No  one's  ever  tied  me  down 
I make  use  of  proper  grammar 
So  I'll  adverbly  verb  a noun 
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Womb 


Kristina  Kroger 


So  exhausted,  and  so  pregrant, 

Their  wombs  drop  out  of  them 
Swing  there,  pendulous 
Ruled  bv  Grandfather  Clock 
-like  linearity. 

A swan  sweeps  you  up,  thundering  thunder- wing 
To  harken  the  Trojan  War. 

Gabriel  informs:  you  are  a diyine  yessel 
Be  grateful  for  the  blood  to  come. 

Hark!  Kneel. 

Leday,  Mary,  when  will  w^e  be  ours? 

With  no  need  for  our  an^ry  hands  to  tear  out 

O - 

Capillaries,  fistsful  of  fleshy  fertility  for  freedom? 

When  will  w^e  spread,  full  and  green,  between  the  Tigris  and  the  Euphrates 
Ot  our  sw^oUen,  unacknowiedged  potential? 
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Seeing  Voices 


Christine  Cianciosi 


Inside  these  haUs 
spirits  in  flight 
whisper  the  caU, 

“get  out  of  our  sight!” 

To  see  their  cold 
you  needn’t  look  hard 
but  never  take  hold 
to  a door  ajar. 

Peek  inside 
you  think  you  will  see 
shadow  people  glide, 
spirit  breath  of  pleas. 

To  see  a voice 
right  up  close — 
spirits  rejoice, 
your  body  froze. 

Dead  air  that  is  lost 
still  traveling  about, 
dred  of  being  tossed 
seeking  a way  out. 

Head  to  the  light 
please  let  go  of  your  fear, 
seeing  voices  part 
they  happily  cheer. 
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Gargoyles 


Phil  Banion 


The  sculptures  sit,  peering,  un-resting 
Always  glaring,  serious,  un-jesting 
Biding,  looking,  perching,  un-harming 
But  deep  in  their  minds  are  intentions  alarming 

Talons  and  claws  resonate  with  hate 
Different  stones  faces  express  the  same  fate 
Snouts  and  fangs  and  wings  to  the  ready 
Their  wrath  and  vengeance  aimed  ever  steady 

They  are  leaning  and  waiting,  always  contemplating 
Spotting  those  in  town  to  vengefuUy  take  down 

Though  their  time  in  not  that  day,  they  will  stiU  devour  and  conquer  their  prey 
The  night  wiU  flU  with  terror  they  bring,  but  scarier  still  is  their  unholy  king 

Sitting  on  his  throne,  causing  a terror  of  his  own 
He  feasts  on  dread  while  you  He  in  your  bed 
Laughing  and  amused  at  the  horror  that  ensues 
He  seeks  to  consume  us  aU 

Long  white  hair  Hke  dead  of  winter 
Covered  in  markings,  blood  red  and  spHntered 

His  skin  pitch  black  as  darkness  itself,  a power  larger  than  greed's  own  wealth 
Evil  serves  his  beckon  caU 

Lives  and  souls,  taken  and  devoured,  as  he  only  grows  fiercer,  meaner  and  empow- 
ered 

His  stomach  never  full,  incarnate  of  evil,  goodness  void  and  nuU,  lord  of  upheaval 
He  serves  no  consequence,  with  endless  time  to  kiU,  to  enjoy  his  source  of  thriU  at 
any  whim  and  will 
On  rubble,  he  stands  so  taU 

They  haven't  started  striking  for  some  reason  or  Hking 
They  stiU  wait  and  bide  on  perches  where  they  reside 
But  one  day  maybe  soon  at  the  appearance  of  the  moon 
Mankind  wiU  shatter  and  faU 
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Morning  in  Moscow 


Ben  Whisenhunt 
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Rendition 


Abdul  Malik 


I look  pleadingly 
into  their  eyes 
as  they  pull  the 
last  of  my  fingernails — 

The  pain  is  excruciating 
and  I pass  out  amid  my 
heartrending  screams. 

When  I come  to, 

I am  engulfed 
in  total  darkness; 

I find  myself  lying 
it  appears  in  my  own 
blood,  sweat  & filth. 

I try  looking  around 
but  could  see  nothing, 

I touch  gingerly 
and  find  my  eyes 
swollen  shut. 

My  nose  punched 
into  a bloody  pulp. 

My  lips  torn  open  and 
all  my  teeth  knocked  out. 

Jesus,  where  am  I, 

What  have  they  done  to  me. 

What  do  they  want  of  me, 

I know  nothing 
I am  just  a regular  Joe 
struggling  to  raise  a family, 

1 loping  to  live  the  American  dream. 

What  would  1 know  of 

Jihadi  cell  or  terrorist  network? 

I begin  quivering  in  sheer  fright — 
Oh  God,  did  they  bring  me  here 
just  because  my  name  is 
M U H A M M A D?! 
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I Wrote  This  on  the  Back  of  a Parking  Ticket 


Kristina  Kroger 


I like  my  coffee  as  black  as  the  pupils  of  my  enemies. 

I can  secure  the  perimeter  in  less  than  an  hour. 

My  Taurus  Moon  can  see  through  bullshit. 

I’ve  checked  off  my  lists: 

I remember  to  floss. 

I write  poetry  on  my  parking  tickets 
I am  an  aspiring  cunning  linguist 
I’ve  stood  naked  knee-deep  in  a river 
I construct  Fantastic  Accordion  Adventures 
I occasionally  consult  with  spirits  about  lottery  numbers 
I conceive  to  own  a hedgehog,  and  name  her  “Umlaut.” 

This  is  not  some  interesting,  poetical  fabrication. 

This  is  not  a verse  to  tickle  your  nose  hairs. 

This  is  not  a flit  of  fancy-bird. 

This  is  “I  AM”  crammed  in  three-verse  form 

Jewel 


Troy  Greene 


black  and  white  photography 
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Hedonism 


Cindy  Crosby 


Picking  them  I notice 
how  they  melt  into  my  hand. 
Sunboiled  and  juicy, 
the  slightest  pressure 
turns  them  to  slush. 

No  wonder  I troll  hillsides, 
scramble  through  rayines,  ford  gullies 
—bruised  and  scratched— 
looking  for  a likely  patch 
where  sunshine  has  turned  raspberry  flowers 
into  pure  deliciousness. 

Hey,  Cedar  Waxwings! 
rU  race  you  to  the  best  ones. 

That  low-hanging  fruit, 
that  demands  to  be  eaten  NOW, 
dangling  like  drops  of  blood 
on  brambled  branch  ends. 

Crunch  of  seeds, 
sour  tang, 
soft  lushness. 

Sometimes  thorns  guard 
what  gives  us  the  most  pleasure. 
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Animal  Worlds 


William  Marr 


oil  painting 
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Love  Birds 


Aline  Fetter 


color  photography 
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Skinwalker 


amie  Koala 


acrylic  on  canvas 
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Unknown 


Bryan  Gtovak 


color  photography 
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AshTray 


Andy  Koulouris 


color  photography 
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Chief  SkuU 


amie  Koala 


acrylic  on  canvas 
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Andy  Koulouris 


color  photography 
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Rain  Forest 


Linda  Elaine 
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Kathy  Kamal 


Gothic  Back  View 


jewelry 
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Untitled 


painting 
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Untitled 


Ben  Hansburg-er 


color  photography 
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Pip  Trip-p-s 
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Stealth  Fishing 


Augustine  Tyson-Dunne 


color  photography 
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Grunge  City  2 


Ian  Murray 


40 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


Fly  Away 


Aline  Fetter 


color  photography 
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Small 


Ian  Murray  • 


color  photography 
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I Wanted  Him  to  Kiss  Me 


William  Pierre  Ramsey 


I wanted  him  to  kiss  me,  I couldn’t  deny  myself  this. . .1  decided  to  talk 
to  God  about  this.  What  are  your  thoughts  on  homosexuality?  If  you  despise 
gays  so  much,  why  the  heU  did  you  make  them?  Why  the  heU  did  you  make  me? 
Do  you  find  amusement  in  my  struggle  to  be  my  authentic  sexual  self?  Is  it 
funny  to  you  that  I hate  myself  based  upon  your  “Word”?  I hate  this,  what  were 
you  thinking  when  you  made  this  a part  of  me?  And  don’t  say  you  care!  If  you 
did,  you  would  cure  me  or  better  yet,  cure  your  idiotic  followers  who  go  out  of 
their  way  to  make  my  life  that  much  harder  with  their  hate.  I want  to  be  myself 
with  you  God,  but  I’m  too  turned  off  by  your  “PR”  team;  too  distant  from  a 
dinosaur  God  that  was  created  in  the  image  of  a particular  culture  and  time.  How 
desperately  I want  you — teU  your  damn  guards  to  get  out  of  my  way,  so  I can 
run  up  into  your  arms  and  have  you  hold  me. . .just  for  a moment. . . 


Silent  Stillness 


Christine  Cianciosi 


In  the  wind, 

I am  silence — 

In  the  trees, 

I am  stillness — 

Mind  is  an  ocean, 
forever  in  thought — 
one  wave  fades 
yet  another  comes  about. 

Cloudy  thoughts  drift  away 
make  way  for  sunlight — 
deep  ascending  breath, 

I am  bright. 

Between  each  thought, 
there  is  no-thing — 
yet  some-thing  is 
continually  sought. 

Meditative  moment 
I find  me — 

In  silent  stillness 
I am  free. 
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Sasquatch  Dreams 


Adam  Chalifoux 


Years  and  years  ago 
When  I was  just  a lad 
I was  away  in  the  great  north  woods 
Camping  with  my  dad 

Twas  the  first  day  of  our  venture 
When  we  built  our  tent 
I cast  a look  around  myself 
To  see  some  trees  were  bent 

‘Whll  that’s  a bit  odd”  I said  pointing 

Voice  ringing  with  confusion 

“That’s  just  fallen  trees  my  son.”  Replied  my  dad 

“It’s  merely  an  illusion” 

I wanted  to  believe  him 
Yet  somehow  I couldn’t 
I knew  aU  about  how  trees  would  faU 
And  that’s  just  how  they  wouldn’t 

But  we  went  about  our  business. . . 

I gathered  wood  for  tire 

We  laughed  and  sang  throughout  the  night 

Until  we  did  retire 

What  happened  on  that  fateful  night. . . 

Just  may  have  been  a dream 
Yet  I remember  it  aU  so  vividly 
Down  to  the  way  the  moon  did  gleam 

. . .1  was  asleep  when  I heard  a sound 
Though  it  might  have  been  a savage 
So  I left  my  tent  into  the  forest 
To  investigate  the  ravage 
Swiftly  I crept  into  the  night 
I dared  not  make  a sound 

I saw  a figure  in  the  distance 
It  saw  me  then  it  bound! 
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AdrenaKne  junky 
So  filled  with  fright 
I chased  the  beast 
Into  the  night 

Faster  faster 
I gathered  speed 
Blindly  following 
Where  the  beast  would  lead 

Juking  right 
Dashing  left 
I matched  the  monster 
Step  for  step 

I chased  the  beast 
Into  a clearing 
The  moon  shown  bright 
Yet  dawn  was  nearing 

Though  dimly  lit 
It  was  in  plain  sight 
The  beast  stood  stiU 
In  ghosdy  hght 

9 feet  taU! 

8 HUNDRED  pounds 

I stared  disbelief 

In  the  beast  that  I had  found 

Is  it  really? 

Could  it  be? 

I saw  the  Sasquatch 
Proud  and  free 

I turned  back. . . 

So  much  to  ponder 
Searching  for  camp 
In  thoughtful  wander 

A memory  to  cherish 
A secret  to  conceal 
I knew  but  I could  never  tell 
The  Sasquatch  is  for  real 
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. . .Now  I beg  of  you  my  friend 
Listen  to  my  plea 
Never  speak  a word  of  this 
It  must  stay  with  you  and  me 

For  the  magic  of  the  Sasquatch 
Lies  in  the  mystery 

So  I leave  you  now  with  a gift  my  friend. . . 

A reason  to  believe. . . 

Pearls  and  Diamonds 


MoniKea  Hatten 


Life  is  an  unknown  abyss 

The  deep  draws  you  near 

Creature  of  the  night  and  a rebel  drawn  to  the  dawn  of  a new  day 
Wondering  what’s  to  come  but  hoping  for  little  change 
Wonder  is  left  to  decay  the  mind 

Judgments  are  left  untamed  and  pierce  through  the  soul  of  time 
Why  leave  the  comfort  of  this  unknown  abyss? 

Why  can’t  we  stop  the  pattern? 

Breaking  the  cycle  will  be  to  ambiguous 

The  lust  of  Life  wiU  draw  us  all  to  vision 
God  forbid  we  are  drawn  to  vision 
Seeing  more  of  the  unknown  will  swallow  us  whole 
Comfort  is  appeased 

Pain  is  shunned  for  the  sake  of  Life 
Life  is  no  more  without  passion  of  another  kind 
hlinds  are  crumbling  impemously 
Stop!  Look  at  the  Life  that  could  be 

Life  that  will  hurt  and  cause  change 
Life  of  the  past,  present  and  future, 

One  that  can  fulfill  not  only  yourself  but  the  universe 
This  Life  is  pain  only  if  you  have  vision 

Life  without  pain  is  cursed  with  poverty  in  spirit 
Take  place  in  the  circle  of  Life 

Indulge  in  pain  and  the  ambitions  of  Life! 

Life  with  pain  is  blessed  with  character 

God  bless  the  Pressures,  Irritations,  and  our  Ambitions 
Beautiful,  aren’t  we? 

Forced  into  Pearls  and  Diamonds  of  trade 
Priceless,  are  we  not? 

Only  hunger  for  the  desirable  abyss 
Precious  aren’t  we? 

Only  with  Ambition 
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Losing  Control 


Caroline  johnson 


It  was  the  early  1970s  and  you  thought 
it  would  be  interesting  to  hypnotize 
your  children.  So  one  by  one  you  sat  us 
down,  counting  slowly  to  100.  I remember 
looking  at  a blinking  Christmas  tree  Light. 

You  told  me  to  close  my  eyes.  Your  voice 
was  smooth,  intoxicating,  Hke  the  vodka 
tonic  on  the  side  table.  We  sat  together 
for  10,  15  minutes,  you  feeling  more  in 
control  despite  each  sip  of  your  drink, 
me  drunk  on  the  attention. 

Now,  I spend  quiet  afternoons  with  you 
in  your  wheelchair.  We  gaze  at  the  television — 
the  voices  of  Dan  Rather  or  Wolf  Blitzer 
hypnotize  our  psyches.  Now  and  then  you 
close  your  eyes  and  I speak  to  you  in 
hushed  tones,  coffee  in  hand.  You  worry 
about  your  finances,  as  you  grip  the  remote, 
the  panic  of  losing  control  aching  into 
each  second,  each  minute,  each  hour. 

—May  29^  2012,  at  TheCleamig 
—Revised  May 30,  2012. 
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Novel  Refuge 


Abdul  Malik 


Within  the  pages  of  a book 
I find  sanctuat}^  a quiet  nook, 

Where  I often  retreat  and  find 
Kind  hearts  as  also  the  vilest  mind. 

Whenever  I just  feel  like  getting  away 
From  the  rigors  of  life  on  any  day, 

I step  through  the  portals  of  a book 
Into  a fantasy  world  and  take  a look: 

At  the  mythical  realm  of  unicorns. 
Dragons,  mermaids,  seductive  sirens. 
At  the  dreams,  adventures  and  magic 
Or  life  and  death’s  purpose  and  logic; 

Folklore  of  love,  miracles,  covenants. 
Of  knights,  heroes  and  revenants. 

Of  saints,  demigods  and  mystics. 
Priests,  pundits,  mullahs  and  clerics; 

Stories  of  betrayal  and  trust, 

Piet}^,  innocence  and  lust. 

Of  deceit,  debauchery  and  debacles. 
Of  witches,  vampires  and  oracles. 

Tales  of  Dictators,  despots  and  czars. 
The  chaotic  world  of  wasteful  wars, 
Teeming  with  malevolent  mobs. 
Fawners,  snivelers  and  slimy  slobs. 

Be  it  a romance  or  a tragedy. 

Mystery,  history  or  comedy. 

Oh,  just  give  me  but  a book  any 
And  rU  forgo  a damsel’s  company! 
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Atticus  Abbey 


Christine  Cianciosi 


Silent  voice 
on  the  other  realm 
calming  my  fears 
he  comes  near. 

While  windows  reflect 
that  which  is  within — 
what  is  without 
spirits  secretly  collect. 

Sound  of  distant  laughter 
invisible  presence  near, 
floor  squeaks  with  step 
yet  nothing  is  there. 

Calling  my  name 
I sense  his  tears 
he  wants  to  play 
no-thing  to  fear. 

These  halls  are  his 
calling  his  name 
“Atticus  Abbey” 
spirits  play  the  game. 

I speak  in  mind, 
he  happily  hears — 

I speak  in  voice, 
he  comes  near. 

I show  him  the  stars 
he  sees  what  is  right, 
new  spirit  in  flight 
Atticus  Abbey  found  the  light. 
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A Train  Calls  for  Me 


Mike  Gebhardt 


While  we  are  not  done  sleeping, 

A silent  fog  no  longer, 

A train  horn  beckons  me. 

I know  not  where  it  calls. 

Or  where  it  goes. 

A distant  echo  in  my  dreams. 

Always  on  the  move. 

It  win  not  stop  for  me 
To  jump  on  board. 

The  haunting  engine  caU  persists. 
And  stirs  the  vagabond  within. 
Adventure  down  the  tracks  perhaps. 
But  not  for  me  this  day. 

At  4:30,  the  mindless  prep 
For  work  begins. 

And  duty  binds  me 
To  the  job  I must  attend. 

Someday  I wiU  stray. 

To  ride  the  rads. 

To  inhale  diesel  breath, 

And  take  me  somewhere  far  away. 
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Troubadour’s  Discourse 


Mike  Gebhardt 


■ 

Mike  Gebhardt 

Paramour  for  Fingers 

Paramour  for  Strings 

I need  you  here, 

Near  my  beating  heart, 

To  help  me  say  through  you, 

rest 

Pick  me  up. 

Play  with  my  heartstrings. 
On  your  lap  I will  gladly 

What  I feel,  yet  fail  to  say. 

Embraced  within  your  sweet  caress. 

Your  neck  I gently  hold 
you  dream 

AU  the  sounds  of  which 

While  dancing  on  your  strings. 

Are  hidden  deep  within 

me. 

Hearing  the  echo  of  what  I want. 
Repeating  back  to  me. 

Waiting  for  your  guiding  hand 

To  strike  and  stir  my  soul. 

You  know  me  more 

dour. 

Come  to  me  my  trouba- 

Than  I know  you. 

one. 

When  together  we  are  as 

You’re  master  I am  not. 

Nor  shall  your  slave  I be. 

Feel  the  music  touch  me. 
And  it  wiU  be  released. 

Some  days  your  sound 

Gives  bliss  beyond  my  means. 

While  other  days 

Your  fickle  mood  restrains. 

We  sing  the  same  song 

Of  longing,  joy,  lament. 
Whatever  you  feel  today. 
That  is  what  I’ll  play. 

You  give  my  life  much  joy. 

Your  beauty  strong  yet  fragile. 

I’m  always  at  your  side 

Speaking  what  you  cannot 
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What’s  Left  Is  What’s  Ahead 


Colleen  Fessler 
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Swimming  Upstream 


Caroline  Tohnson 


Nora  walked  slowly  towards  the  fishing  cannery  near  her  hometown  of  Newport, 
Oregon.  She  passed  her  family’s  fishing  boat,  where  she  lived  with  her  father.  She 
worked  for  her  dad  on  salmon  runs  and  also  for  the  fishing  cannery.  She  desper- 
ately wanted  to  escape  but,  with  competitors  driving  down  charter  prices,  she 
knew  her  dad  would  never  be  able  to  afford  a replacement.  She  had  left  one  time, 
with  Mark,  but  that  was  several  years  ago.  Her  dad  seemed  to  flounder  without 
her. 

Once  inside,  she  put  on  her  hairnet,  donned  an  apron  and  gloves,  punched  the 
time  clock,  and  joined  the  “slime  line,”  as  the  locals  called  it.  Tall  and  thin,  with 
long  brown  hair,  she  stood  side  by  side  with  many  Filipinos,  who  all  brought  their 
own  knives  to  expertly  slice  the  salmon  as  it  floated  down  the  assembly  line.  The 
production  building  was  cramped  and  had  no  air  conditioning.  Twelve  hour  days 
were  not  uncommon.  No  overtime.  Her  boss,  an  overbearing  Polish  man  with  a 
thick  accent,  frequently  blew  up  for  no  obvious  reason. 

She  bent  over  the  first  salmon  and  furrowed  her  brows.  The  eye  hung  hmph’,  star- 
ing back  at  her.  She  had  heard  that  fish  are  sentient  beings.  Mark  had  explained 
this  to  her  many  years  ago.  They  could  feel  pain  just  like  animals  or  humans.  Still, 
their  nervous  system  was  not  as  advanced.  They  felt  some  pain,  but  it  wasn’t  the 
same.  At  least  they  have  eyes,  she  thought.  Eyes  give  hope.  But  they  have  no 
eyelids  to  shield  the  sun. 

She  closed  her  eyes  and  thought  of  Alark.  He  was  22,  and  she  just  19,  when  they 
met  five  years  ago.  They  were  both  working  at  the  Tillamook  County  Fair,  she  as 
a cashier  in  a trailer  where  they  made  Elephant  Ears,  he  shoveling  manure  in  the 
stables.  He  had  bought  one  of  the  pastries  from  her.  The  powdered  sugar  got  on 
his  face  and  shirt.  He  made  her  laugh,  and  they  went  out  later  and  played  arcade 
games. 

The  next  day  they  went  to  Netarts  Bay  and  used  an  old  skiff  to  go  crabbing  and 
fishing;  a foghorn  sounded  and  waves  bounced  off  haystack  rocks.  They  found  an 
island,  made  a fire  and  heated  up  big  kettles  of  salt  water  to  cook  Dungenous 
crabs,  eating  them  right  there  on  the  beach.  Mark  talked  about  the  differences 
between  oysters  from  Buckley  Bay  and  those  grown  in  Tillamook.  He  showed  her 
a sea  urchin  and  a starfish.  Then  they  stretched  out  and  made  love  with  the  sun 
filtering  through  clouds. 

Mark  grew  up  in  Rockaway  Beach  with  several  foster  families  until  high  school, 
when  he  lived  with  a Blackfoot  Indian  named  Votes,  who  used  to  beat  his  wife 
until  Mark  intervened.  Later  he  moved  out  and  lived  with  a man  named  Chris, 
who  made  him  read  the  Bible.  Later  on  Nora  found  out  Votes  was  shot  in  a drug 

The  Prairie  Light  Review 


54 


deal,  and  Chris  became  mayor  of  the  town. 

She  stared  down  at  the  blood  on  her  gloves,  cut  out  the  fish’s  dorsal,  then  sent  it 
down  the  line.  I shouldn’t  have  drunk  so  much  last  Friday,  she  chastised  herself 
She  had  blacked  out  after  meeting  Richard,  an  architect  and  trombone  player  who 
had  taken  her  around  Portland.  At  first  everything  was  going  well,  then  Richard 
sent  her  home,  drunk,  in  a taxi.  Abashed  and  stubborn,  she  got  out  of  the  cab 
and  began  walking  towards  the  Wilamette  River. 

I just  needed  to  feel  nature,  to  feel  one  with  the  world,  she  thought.  I just  needed 
water.  Maybe  touch  a sea  urchin  again.  She  could  still  see  the  gothic  St.  John’s 
Bridge,  all  lit  up.  She  walked  towards  it,  thinking  of  Mark.  I just  need  new  eyes. 

She  looked  up  and  locked  eyes  with  Maria,  a Filipino  woman  who  was  taking  a 
break  from  skinning  salmon.  She  wanted  to  talk  to  her,  explain  why  she  had  got- 
ten out  of  the  taxi  two  nights  ago.  I just  noticed  the  leaves  on  the  trees,  and  how 
individual  each  leaf  is.  Oh!  And  how  intricate  the  pattern  on  the  leaf  is,  you 
know?  Her  head  was  exploding.  And  then  the  leaf  just  falls  from  the  tree.  Just 
like  that.  She  had  reached  out  to  touch  a leaf  That  must  have  been  when  she 
passed  out. 

She  woke  to  a police  officer  nudging  her  side.  “Lady,”  the  officer  shouted.  “Get 
up.  Where  do  you  live?” 

Nora  had  slowly  opened  her  eyes.  “Netarts  Bay,”  she  whispered.  The  officers  put 
her  in  the  squad  car  and  drove  her  back  to  Newport,  two  blocks  from  her  father’s 
boat.  Her  father  came  out  with  sad  eyes  and  quietly  walked  her  back  home,  not 
asking  any  questions. 

She  peered  down  at  yet  another  salmon,  its  silver  skin  glowing.  She  thought  about 
how  her  father  almost  lost  the  charter  boat  when  the  economy  took  a downturn, 
and  how  everyone  in  the  Newport  Food  Pantry  knew  her  by  name.  She  thought 
about  when  Mark  left  her  for  good  two  years  ago  at  a truck  stop  outside  Moab, 
Utah.  Then  she  thought  of  the  journey  of  the  sockeye,  how  they  hatch  in  fresh 
water,  migrate  to  the  ocean,  then  return  to  fresh  streams.  They  swim  hundreds, 
thousands  of  miles,  and  only  a small  percentage  make  it. 

She  thought  of  all  this  as  she  stabbed  the  eyes  from  the  fish,  then  sent  it  down  the 
line. 
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Pile  of  Bodies 


ason  Snart 


In  my  three  year  old’s  room  you  can  find 
the  usual  mess  of  big  Lego, 
a puzzle,  a mix-up  of  books,  a brush, 
and  clothes  that  may  or  may  not  be  clean. 

There’s  a picture  from  when 

we  went  hiking.  I carried  her  most  of  the  way  in  the  backpack. 
We  got  to  a muddy  stream  and  I said  to  myself, 
that  looks  dangerous.  She  pointed  out:  “fish!” 

In  the  corner’s  a tower  of  blocks, 
which  is  also  a robot,  because  who  says 
a robot  can’t  be  a tower. 

And  who  says  a tower  can’t  talk. 

Under  the  bed  is  a pile  of  dolls 

whose  eyes  have  half  rolled  back.  They  are  twisted, 

a wreckage  of  arms 

and  legs.  What  horrible  disaster  befell  them 

that  they  must  now  reach  out  to  daylight 
as  if  the  few  survivors  after  a hurricane,  after 
an  earthquake,  after  some  savage  attack 
in  a back  alley  or  a stroke  of  bad  luck? 

I push  them  farther  under  the  bed,  and  back, 
away.  Away  from  where  my  daughter  might  see  them, 
might  see  that  pile  of  bodies  and  wonder, 
what  happened? 
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Theresa  Goba 


Brodie  Sturm 
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Edvard  Munch’s  The  Scream 

The  sun  is  setting  but  the  world  is  melting, 
Pooling  all  around  my  person.  Blackness  drips  off  me. 
The  salty  air  hastens  past  me, 
the  water  bustles  below. 

A pounding  in  my  ears. 

The  sky  shrieks  a dark  scarlet. 

Others  do  not  notice,  I am  alone. 

Anxiety  drags  me  down. 

Shoving,  crushing. 

An  empty  loneliness. 

The  world  screams  around  me. 

And  I with  it. 

Drowning  in  sound, 

I am  alone. 

Pekin  High  School  Series  2 


Spectress 


Phil  B anion 


Echo,  bellow 

the  spirit,  I hear  it 

Reeling  as  I feel  the  blissful  kiss 

I reminisce  of  how 

I miss  her  face,  her  warm  embrace 

how  she  caressed  me  and 

blessed  me  with  a divinely  peaceful  mind 

But  shaken,  my  tranquility  taken 

by  her  surreal  visage,  the  appealing  image  of  US 

of  who  she  used  to  be  sets  me  free 

Liberation... from  her  indignation 
Her  perpetual  presence  is  in  essence 

my  now  tumultuously  tortuous  and  seemingly  infinite  existence 
Kneeling  and  dealing  with  the  fact  that  she's  changed 

dementedly,  mentally  deranged,  estranged  from  even  her  closest  of  friends 
A trend  that  eludes  and  confused  me 

Sue  me  for  I cherish  the  perished  person,  the  lovely  lady 
now  a scornful  shady  little  girl,  my  blackened  world 
once  a beacon  now  reeks  of  bitter  scorn,  a quitting  torn 
apart  heart  screaming  for  a second  chance 
entranced  by  sins  I did  not  commit 

With  grit  and  the  skin  of  my  teeth 

I sheathed  my  far  too  dated  self  hatred 

and  stood  and  could  once  again  endure  the  demure  lure 

of  inspired  conspiring  admirers 

but  the  thoughts  lingered,  delicate  wringing  fingers 

with  a singing  touch,  now  a stinging  clutch  that  crushed  me 

and  rushed  me  into  the  arms  of  other  lovers 

hoping  to  cope  in  the  rope  arms  of  partners  I trusted  too  soon 

swayed  by  swoons  strewn  across  the  air, 

impaired  and  half  hearted  affairs,  I dared 

to  push  and  shove  to  call  them  love 

Gloves  and  masks  tasked  to  hide  the  twisting 
mistress  in  my  mind,  in  the  form  of  fists  and  smiles 
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all  the  while  dreaming  of  my  own  lost  Lenore 
the  one  I had  once  before,  before  she  broke 

Spoken  tokens  I still  remember,  smoldering  embers  of 
long  forgotten  years  that  smear  my  queer  ideas  of  love  across  the  wall 
Appalled  by  how  you  made  me  suffer,  ache  and  shake 
quaking  in  my  bed  during  dark  and  hopeless,  cope-less  nights 

my  bed  a memento  of  what  we  had  been  through 
and  when  you  had  bent  to  lustful  thrusts  of  trust 
and  un-rusting  connection  that  beckoned  us 
like  destiny  had  sent  for  us  and  been  for  us 
ad  asked  for  "when"  from  us 

and  we  said  "now  and  then  for  us"  then  cried  "make  that  forever  us!" 

an  endeavor,  us 
never  again  must 

I see  your  face,  but  just  a murky  grimace  in  its  place? 

I'll  save  our  pictures  just  in  case. 
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ulie  B 


People  always  wanting  to  know 
where  I’m  from. 

My  likes,  my  dislikes 
my  accent  and  flow 
my  personality,  my  p^e 
my  music  and  swag. 

If  I said  I was  from  12  Morningside  Avenue 
unincorporated  West  Chicago, 
where  time  goes  by  faster  than  a second, 
would  you  know  where  I’m  from? 


Where  I’m  from, 

Friday  nights  are  drugged  with  youth 
doused  with  familiar  faces 
and  laced  with  busted  rebellion. 

Where  I’m  from, 
work  isn’t  an  option 
betv^een  school  and  chores. 

Where  I’m  from, 

money  doesn’t  grow  on  trees, 

doesn’t  come  cheap. 

Where  I’m  from, 

it’s  the  sound  of  raucous  dirt  bikes 
rewing  their  engines 
waking  you  up  at  three  a.m. 
pulsating  adrenaline  and  rage 
through  sleepy  veins. 

Where  I’m  from, 

patience  wears  thin  with  every  drive 
intolerantly  waiting  for 
train,  after  train, 

. . . after  train. 

Infinite  graffitied  cars, 

blinded  eyes  with  a blurred  streak  of  color. 
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Where  I’m  from, 

Street  lights  don’t  exist. 

The  darkness  claims  the  Earth’s  surface 
as  it  swallows  the  streets. 

Where  I’m  from, 

Spanish  corre  through  the  town 
more  common  than  the  sunrise. 

Walking  through  the  crowded,  academic  hallways, 
the  air  suffocated  with 
“saca  las  cheUaz!” 
side  conversations. 

Where  I’m  from, 

it’s  more  than  just  loud  music 

and  fist  pumping. 

More  than  just  ghetto  style 
and  hangovers. 

Where  I’m  from, 

we  embrace  our  smaU-town  flavor 
and  our  obnoxious  attitude. 

Where  I’m  from, 

it  starts  at  a big  blue  house 

with  a red  door. 

The  number  twelve  claiming  the  property. 

This  is  my  house 
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Mady  Roskus2ka 


City  Streets 
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Alpha  (Sigma  Delta)  Males 


Allison  Anderson 


I let  one  in  my  dorm  again 
I let  him  in  my  soul 
Maybe  it's  the  arrogant  smile 
Or  just  my  lack  of  self  control 
It  happens  drunken  Friday  nights 
I'm  weak  amidst  those  Greeks 
Either  way  I need  to  sterilize 
My  memory  and  my  sheets 


To  Argue  with  Sparrows 


William  Marr 


to  argue  with  sparrows  in  the  sun 
is  of  course  pointless 
they  chitter  and  chatter 
flutter  and  twitter 

getting  more  excited  and  louder  every  second 
there's  simply  no  chance  for  you  to  open  your  mouth 

only  after  the  sun  too  becomes  bored  and  impatient 
and  darkens  its  face 
do  they  stop 

at  this  moment 

aU  you  have  to  do  is 

lightly  stamp  your  feet  on  the  ground 

whoosh — 

they'U  aU  be  gone 

without  leaving 

the  slightest  trace 
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The  Demise  of  the  Alphabet  Soup  Kids 


Mike  Gebhardt 


A is  for  Anne,  died  of  a bite  from  a rather  large  striped  cat. 

B is  for  Billy,  who  gorged  on  ice  cream  and  died  of  brain  free2e. 

C is  for  Cliff,  fell  off  his  namesake  and  broke  his  neck 

D is  for  Doreen,  mistaken  for  a pile  of  leaves,  pierced  with  a rake. 

E is  for  Elmer,  who  ran  before  he  looked,  and  became  car  food. 

F is  for  Fran,  who  leaned  into  the  blender  and  became  cookie  dough. 

G is  for  Glen,  who  couldn't  tie  his  shoe,  and  fell  from  the  tightrope  to  his  doom. 

H is  for  Helen,  who  gave  her  all  at  the  blood  bank  of  Count  Dracula. 

I is  for  Ian,  who  peeked  at  the  wrong  time  into  the  circus  cannon. 

J is  for  Jennifer,  who  unknowingly  snacked  on  poisonous  frog  legs  she  thought 
was  chicken. 

K is  for  Kevin,  blogged  to  death  by  Internet  pirates. 

L is  for  Lauren,  launched  to  the  space  station  without  her  heart  medication. 

M is  for  Marshall,  the  fire-eater  whose  hiccups  made  himself  a cinder. 

N is  for  Nora,  who  tried  outrunning  a cheetah  and  became  its  dinner. 

O is  for  Olaf,  who  played  William  Tell’s  son  once  in  a Hadley  School  for  the  Blind 
production. 

P is  for  Peggy,  who  dared  ice  skate  on  a slushy  Canadian  lake  in  May. 

Q is  for  Quince,  a prince  without  remorse  or  pants,  who  lost  his  head  and  more  in 
the  guillotine. 

R is  for  Rene,  who  fatally  discovered  her  peanut  allergy  at  the  Skippy  factory. 

S is  for  Sam,  who  fell  asleep  in  the  sauna  and  thus  was  buried  down  the  drain  at 
sea. 
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T is  for  Tara,  whose  tassles  got  caught  in  the  shredder;  what  a mess. 

U is  for  Uder,  a prison  school  teacher  who  turned  his  back  to  the  class  and 
became  DOA. 

V is  for  Violet,  whose  nose  for  flora  led  her  to  a bee  hive. 

W is  for  Waldo,  whose  love  for  lightning  and  kites  became  electrifying. 

X is  for  Xerxes,  embattled  in  a sword  fight,  and  was  found  later  beside  himself 

Y is  for  Yessie,  who  secretly  slept  on  a bed  of  nails,  til  Dad  sat  on  her  lap  to  read 
her  a story. 

Z is  for  Zazu,  who  just  like  those  above,  stopped  counting  birthdays  before  21. 


Tiger 


Amelia  Bryniarski 
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Snow  Pants 


Adam  Chalifoux 


Snow  pants . . . 

How  I loathe  thee 

That  swishing  swooshing  sound 

Will  be  the  death  of  me! 

I will  not  wear  them! 

Not  even  if  I was  paid! 

I wore  them  once  I HATE  them  now 
I have  since  second  grade! 

Stay  on  the  black  top? 

NOO!! 

rU  do  as  I damn  well  please 
I do  not  give  a hoot  if  snow  fills  up  my  jeans 

My  father  says  it’s  communism 
Down  with  L.L.  Bean! 

I don’t  care  if  I’m  the  coldest  boy 
The  free  world  has  ever  seen! 

So  bring  on  the  winter 
Bring  on  the  snow 
I’ll  be  resilient  as  a polar  bear 
In  38  below 

For  you  may  dampen  my  legs 
But  you’ll  never  dampen  my  spirit 
So  yell  and  holler  aU  you  want  lunch  lady 
You  know  rU  never  hear  it! 


Frosty  Sunshine 


Theresa  Goba 


\XTo  cannot  love  Winter? 
The  gentle  sky  descending, 
the  evergreens  rich, 
the  salty,  sparkly  streets, 
the  gleaming  icy  sidewalk, 
who  speeds  me  on  my  way. 
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All  this  excitement, 

My  face  tingling. 

The  world  painted  white, 
Every  flake’s  unique. 

I may  not  be  warm. 

But  I am  warmhearted. 

So  stay.  Winter, 
for  just  a bit  longer. 


Into  the  Wilderness 


Allison  Bunker 
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Your  Eyes 


Emily  Cavanaugh 


(chorus) 

caught  in  the  deafening  winds  of  fate 
your  eyes  pull  me  through  the  hurt 
stars  colhde  as  you  stand  directly  by 
hold  my  heart  and  break  my  fall 
save  me  from  this  world  of  darkness 

alone  in  this  world  i feel  no  emotion;  blank  stares  from  blank  strangers 
don't  understand  who  i am  ; but  your  eyes  baby  your  eyes 
breathe  me  life  with  a new  hope 

(chorus) 

criss  cross  applesauce;  forget  my  heart  my  soul  is  lost 

twist  and  turn  in  mangled  sheets;  scream  for  a way  out  break  the  seams 

I scratch  I claw  I tear  open  my  skin 

(chorus) 

forgive  me  my  love  for  i have  tried;  help  me  live  and  help  me  survive 
kiss  my  breath  sober  my  mind;  your  eyes  glisten  with  hope 
i wish  mine  would  glow  like  your  eyes 

(chorus) 
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Evil  Intent 


\bdul  MaHk 


The  poetry  I so  intensely  write 
Is  not  only  in  black  and  white, 

There  are  some  shades  of  gray, 
Booby  traps  and  a crooked  way. 

It’s  a door  to  my  heart, 

A window  to  my  mind, 

A pathway  to  my  soul, 

A back  alley  to  my  dreams. 

You  are  forewarned  if  I say, 

Tread  so  hghtly,  if  you  may, 
through  this  maze  with  care 
fraught  with  the  peril  of  a snare. 

My  lovelorn  heart  is  clean, 

My  soul  scrubbed  to  a sheen. 

It’s  my  mind  you  must  pay  heed 
In  its  sinister  design  lest  it  succeed. 

Surely  it  will  lead  you  astray 
Down  to  a damned  and  slippery  way 
To  a point  of  no  return,  beware. 

Woe  is  jour  wage,  if  you  dare! 
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One  More  Day 


Claire  Katsion 


My  days  are  lonely;  my  nights  are  quiet;  my  only  thrill  these  days  is  to 
watch  the  freight  trains  pass  by  my  backyard  as  they  make  their  routine  journeys  to 
the  land  of  industry.  I am  single.  My  parents  have  gone  to  make  a living  for  them- 
selves to  support  me,  if  necessary,  for  I cannot  support  myself  much  longer  with- 
out a job.  My  house  is  my  life,  thus  far.  I bought  it  from  an  elderly  gendeman  with 
a genteel  mien. 

The  house  is  compact  and  accommodating  for  someone  such  as  myself. 
With  nothing  else  to  do,  I find  myself  resorting  to  pursuing  my  wrought  fantasies 
of  disdain  whilst  reorganizing  and  flipping  through  old  photograph  books.  What 
wrought  fantasies,  what  distant  memories?  Why,  those  of  when  I was  happy 
enough  not  to  care  about  my  future  and  sad  because  of  my  blind  elation. 

I met  a man  in  town  once.  His  name  was  Simon  Lacrosse.  I loved  him 
with  all  my  heart.  He  was  a train  engineer/ conductor.  He  wanted  nothing  more  in 
life  than  the  freedom  of  traveling  the  rails,  seeing  the  remote  countryside  trans- 
form into  urban  metropolis;  he  lived  his  dream.  I am  still  waiting  for  mine. 

As  he  set  off  for  his  dream,  he  spake  me  a gentle  promise — that  he’d 
return  for  me.  Some  day,  his  train  would  run  by  our  future  home — here — and  he’d 
blow  the  whistle  before  reaching  me.  Then  I’d  know  it  is  him.  My  dream  has  never 
come. 


Every  day,  I wait  and  pray  today  is  the  day.  My  persistence  and  patience 
are  wearing  thin.  For  the  past  few  weeks.  I’ve  been  gathering  precious  possessions 
and  memories  of  him — photos,  train  tickets,  my  gold  locket — and  dropping  them 
on  the  train  tracks  as  a memorial.  There’s  no  question  in  my  mind  though  the 
notion  sinks  my  heart — he  has  to  be  dead.  He  hasn’t  come  yet;  if  he’s  dead,  that 
means  he  never  will.  I’ve  been  wasting  my  life  away  waiting.  Why  waste  a moment 
more? 

Another  day  draws  to  a close.  Scraps  from  dinner  still  remain  on  the  soli- 
tary table.  Objects  are  piled  on  the  tracks.  Photos  stand  sdll  in  my  hand  like  halted 
sands  of  time.  This  is  the  last  day.  If  it’s  not  toda^t,  it’s  not  any  day.  I’ve  decided 
I’m  moving  on.  I cannot  bear  to  look  out  that  window — 

A train  whistle  screams  through  the  still  air,  loudly  and  clearly.  I can’t 
believe  it.  It  sounds  again.  The  tracks  are  bare.  I stumble  outside,  photos  in  hand. 
It  sounds  one  last  time.  My  dream  has  come  true — a train  speeds  past  my  house 
and,  for  a moment,  our  eyes  meet.  Tears  streak  down  my  cheeks.  The  trinkets  of 
the  past  are  taken  by  the  wind;  the  locket  shines  like  golden  sunlight  between  the 
train’s  wheels.  I never  should  have  given  up  hope.  It  was  the  last  thing  I had  left. 
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October’s  Rain 


ames  Hill 


Rain  falls  without  stopping; 
The  weather  is  pitiless. 

To  this  I’m  a witness 
Staring  out  the  back  door. 


The  fields  are  now  fallow 
Where  once  fell  the  sunshine, 
And  my  heart  sags  to  one  side 
Like  an  empty  old  barn. 


Over  there  was  an  orchard 
Where  the  bees  bu22ed  contented 
Back  when  life  was  still  scented 
With  much  happier  times. 


Now,  time  seems  so  useless— 
Like  the  rain  in  October, 

Like  the  weeds  that  take  over 
The  grass  in  the  yard. 

The  heart  can  go  barren 
Like  the  fields  in  October, 
Like  a barn  sagging  over 
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Airport  Anguish 


Theresa  Goba 


Before  the  moment  the  plane  soars, 

The  whirlwind  advenmre  begins. 

Tired  from  waking  up  at  five, 

And  fighting  security. 

Pushy  tourists  and  Business  men. 

Becoming  compacted  and  condensed, 
joining  line  after  line, 

the  smell  of  humans  and  jet  fuel  lingering. 
You  can’t  stop  just  yet.  Window,  aisle. 

You  really  don’t  care  which  it  is, 
as  long  as  you  can  sit  down.  Now. 

It  seems  that  you  are  the  only  one, 
who  chose  not  to  bring  everything  you 
own  in  your  carrv-on  suitcase. 

A plastered  smile  on  your  lips,  you  mumble, 
“Oh  no,  please,  do  take  your  sweet  time.” 
Finally!  He’s  seated,  your  mrn. 

“This  is  your  captain  speaking...”  Crap. 
jMechanical  difficulties. 
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Prairie  Creative  Writing  Contest 

The  College  of  DuPage  Prairie  Creative  Writing  Award  takes  place  annu- 
ally in  the  spring  semester.  This  year,  the  genre  of  focus  was  poetry.  The  contest 
was  open  to  students  and  community  members  in  District  502  and  sponsored  by 
the  Liberal  Arts  Division  and  The  Prairie  Pight  Review.  Poets  submitted  their  original 
poems  to  a panel  of  COD  writing  faculty,  who  selected  three  winners.  The  2012 
finalists  participated  in  a group  workshop  with  visiting  poet  Amy  Newman  in 
March.  The  winning  poems  were  published  in  the  spring  2012  issue  of  The  Prairie 
Tight  Review.  For  more  information  about  future  contests,  like  the  2013  Prairie 
Fiction  Award,  please  e-mail  litaward@cod.edu,  visit  CreativeWriting@COD  on 
Facebook  or  cod.edu/litaward,  or  phone  (630)  942-2311. 


A Note  About  the  Text 


The  typeface  is  Garamond  in  ten-point-font,  and  the  issue  was  designed  using 
QuarkXPress  7 and  printed  by  Creekside  Printing.  The  typeface  of  the  Table  of 
Contents  is  Times  New  Roman  in  twelve-point  font.  The  four-color  cover  is  print- 
ed on  #80  gloss  paper,  matte  finish  and  the  inside  pages  are  printed  on  #70  paper. 
The  issue  includes  16  pages  of  color  photography  and  64  pages  of  black  and 
white  art  and  writing.  The  Fall  2012  printing  of  4000  issues  was  produced  over  16 
weeks.  Cover  production  courtesy  of  Rachel  Brim.  Manuscript  production  cour- 
tesy of  Rachel  Brim. 
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Submission  Guidelines 


We  accept  original  works  of  short  fiction,  nonfiction,  poetry,  photography,  2D 
and  3D  artwork  of  any  media.  Students,  faculty,  staff,  and  the  College  of  DuPage 
District  502  community  may  submit.  AU  submissions  are  anonymously  reviewed 
twice  a year  for  faU  and  spring  issues.  AU  art  and  written  work  is  viewed  as  a finished 
product,  and  copy  editing  is  kept  to  a minimum  to  respect  the  writer’s  intention. 
Submissions  should  be  sent  to  prairielightreviewsubmissions@gmail.com 
GuideUnes  for  the  presentation  of  your  work  and  letters  of  authenticity  may  be 
found  onUne  at  www.prairieHghtreview.org.  Questions?  Contact  the  editors  at 
plre@cod.edu  or  630-942-2733. 


oin  the  PLR  Editorial  Team 


Work  coUaboratively  with  classmates  in  EngUsh  2210  to  create  and  market  the 
next  issue  of  The  Prairie  l^ight  Pfview,  CoUege  of  DuPage ’s  award-winning  Uterary 
magazine.  As  a member  of  the  editorial  team,  you  wiU  experience  many  different 
pubUcation  techniques,  including  tracking  submissions,  content  selection,  layout 
decisions,  copyediting,  distribution,  office  management,  marketing,  fundraising,  and 
coordinating  special  events  Uke  open  mics. 

To  join  the  editiorial  team,  enroU  in  EngUsh  2210.  You  will  find  more  informa- 
tion about  the  course  at  www.prairieUghtreview.org.  This  course  meets  on  the  Glen 
EUyn  Campus,  SSC  3251,  on  Wednesdays  from  3:00  p.m.  to  4:50  p.m.  each  term. 
Please  contact  Advisor  Linda  Elaine  with  questions  at  elaine@cod.edu  or  630-942- 
3040. 
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Contact  the  staff  at  www.prairieUghtreview.org. 
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